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college; but fate had some hand in the title, for he
had certainly the lines of a soldier drawn in his
countenance. I imparted to him the resolutions I
had taken, and how I had my father's consent to go
abroad; and would know his mind, whether he
would go with me; he sent me word, he would go
with all his heart.
My father, when he saw him, for I sent for him
Immediately to come to rne, mightily approved my
choice; so we got our equipage ready, and came
away for London.
'Twas on the 22nd of April, 1630, when we em-
barked at Dover, landed in a few hours at Calais,
and immediately took post for Paris. I shall not
trouble the reader with a journal of my travels, nor
with the description of places, which every geogra-
pher can do better than I; but these memoirs being
only a relation of what happened either to ourselves,
or in our own knowledge, I shall confine myself to
that part of it.
We had indeed some diverting passages in our
journey to Paris; as, first, the horse my comrade was
upon fell so very lame with a slip, that he could not
go, and hardly stand: and the fellow that rid with
us express, pretended to ride away to a town five
miles off to get a fresh horse, and so left us on the
road with one horse between two of us; we followed
as well as we could, but being strangers, missed the
way, and wandered a great way out of the road.
Whether the man performed in reasonable time or
not, we could not be sure, but if it had not been for
an old priest, we had never found him. We met
this man, by a very good accident, near a little
village whereof he was curate: we spoke Latin enough
just to make him understand us, and he did not
speak it much better himself; but he carried as
into the village to his house, gave us wine and bread,

